JUNE EVENING
V TOW the daylight droops and dies, 1 >| But the twilight lingers long; And the red glow in the skies, Like the last notes of a song, Falls upon the crimson clover, Where the white moth flies.
By the dark shore of the streams Guelders lift their veiled light, And the sceptred iris gleams; While the dog-rose, softly bright, Folds unto herself an image Of the sunset's dreams.
Sprinkled o'er the yellowing field Now the white moon-daisies glow; While from hedgerows, half-concealed, Creamy clusters hang, and show Where the elder and the whitebeam, Peeping, are revealed.
Dipping through the darkened air
Ghost-swift moths will dart and skim ;
Or with wings a-blur will fare
To and fro in dancing dim
Round their queens, gold-robed, and watching
From the grasses there.
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